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for 'ſoothe read footh | | 
for | Love's read Loves 

For ſoothe read ſooth | 
for Thus Morpheus may thy mild Lethian '® 


read And, Morpheus, thus may thy Lethian Pow'rs, 
for ean read can 


L 
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t 
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F. IEND to the gloomy Shade of Night! 
Vaſt Source of fancyfull Delight! 


Power! whoſe Care- diſſolving Sway, 

The Slave that pants o'er Indian Hills, 

The Wretch whom Snow-girt Zembla chills, 
And wide Creation's fertile Race obey. 
The joyous Choriſters that flit in Air, 
The Mutes that dwell Tome the Silver Flood, 
The Savage howling o'er th' affrighted Wood, 


And Man, th' imperious Lord of all, thy Pow'r declare. 10 
B II. They 
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— 0 ad 
Ä ů —— — ho, = 
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II. 


Thy Magic Wand can oft reſtrain 
The Miſer's ſordid Hopes of Gain; 
Can make each Heart · felt Trouble ceaſe: 
Or from the ſick' ning Thought ſuſpend 
The Image of a dying Friend; 15 
And lull Suſpicion's wakeful Eyes in Peace. 
If thou but ſoothe the faithful Lover's Reſt, : 
No fond Remembrance of each parting Sigh, 
Of Beauty's Smile, or Pity's ſtreaming Eye, 
In Grief's ſoft Moments fteal around his aking Breaſt. 20 
5 
Fair Virtue's Friend ! thou ne'er ſhalt ſhed 
Thy Bleſſings oer the impious Head, 
Or 'midſt the Noiſe of Crowds be found; 
Thy Balm-diftilting Sweets, alone 
To Ermin'd Innocence are known, 25 


And gay Content with rural Garlands crown'd, By 


[3] 


By thee the Shadow-trembling Murd'rer's Guilt 


With doubled Terror wrings the tortur'd Soul, 

The purpled Steel, the Life-deſtructive Bowl, | 
Recall the balefull Horrors of the Blood he ſpilt. 39 
IV. 

When by ſome pale and livid Light, 
I cheat the tedious Hours of Night, 
Indulging * the Attic Page: 
The dying Taper warns to Reſt, 
Thy Viſions ſeize my raviſh'd Breaſt, 35 
And pictur' d Beauties real Woes aſſuage. | 
O'er Helicon * my bleating Lambs I guard, 
Or mix'd with dull Bœotia's ſimple Swains 
Protect my Flocks in humble A/crg's Plains, 
And view the Sky-born Siſters hail their fav'rite Bard. 40 


3 Heſiod is ſaid to have led the Life Tevdi Ut gie Ota! Tec ui lara 
of a Shepherd on Mount Helicon, where, | Mscai cAvuriades Kigas Aus AN 
as he relates in his Theogony, the | He,, &yeavacyy 


Muſes appear'd to him, and adopted | Ihe Yivirn road Alyey iv pony d ,, 
10% O wr? iiAwuiy, Gries plied a. 


him into their Service. y 24. 
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V. 
Methinks I hear the Theban Lyre : 


I feel my raviſh'd Soul aſpire: 


The Nymphs ſurround the infant Boy. 


Already conſcious of his Fame 


The feſtive Choirs their Hopes proclaim, 45 


While Pan exults with uncouth Signs of Joy ; 


For Thee ſole Glory of thy abje& Race, 
The Thyme-fed Bees their luſcious Sweets diffuſe, 


To ſoothe the Numbers of thy copious Muſe, 


And in Bxota fix each coy reluctant Grace. 50 


VI. 
Oft fir'd with Bacchapalian Rage, 


The © Father of the Grecian Stage 


> Pindar : whoſe Birth the Nymphs 
and Pan are ſaid to have ſolemnized 
with Dances: We are likewiſe told, 
that in his Infancy the Bees fed him 
with their Honey. He was born at 
Thebes the Capital of Bæotia, a Pro- 
vince remarkable for the Dullneſs of its 


; 


* Aſchylus, who was reported never 
to have wrote but when inſpirited by 
Wine; he had a particular Genius for 
terrifying the Audience : of which the 
Chorus of Furies in his Eumenides is a 
remarkable and well known Inſtance. 
He was buried near the River Gela, 


Inhabitants, of which he himſelf takes | where the Tragedians performed Dra- 
Notice in his O/ympics. 


mas at his Tomb. 
In 


51 
In Terror clad annoys my Reſt; 


I feel unnumber'd Horrors riſe! | 

The Sight forſakes my ſwimming Eyes, 55 
While hiſſing Furies ruſh upon my Breaſt, 
In ſolemn Pomp, I ſee old Gela mourn, 
Diſſolv'd in Grief beſide the Poet's Grave 
To ſorrowing Sounds he lulls each plaintive Wave, 
His Willows fading and his Sea-green Mantle torn. 6⁰ 

VII. 

With longing Taſte, with eager Lip, 

In raptur'd Viſions oft J fip 

The Honeys of the Tragic * Bee; 

Whoſe Strains could ev'ry Tempeſt quelh 

Could ev'ry noxious Blaſt diſpell, : 65 
And ſtill! the hollow roaring of the Sea. 


* Sophocles, who, it is ſaid, was able | nei lib. viii, pag, 393. LoQorAns 5 
to check the Fury of the Winds _ Aar. Ae & dH * Aga 
Sea. Philoftratus de Vita Apollonii Tya- | imugenvearras. 


Whoſe 


— ———— — 
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Whoſe pow'rful Fancy; whoſe exhauſtleſs Vein, 


Whoſe daring Genius, ' whoſe triumphant Wing, 


Deep Source from whence 'Ten thouſand Rivers ſpring, 


Juſt Bounds could limit, and each rigid Rule reſtrain. 70 


8 


VIII. 


How oft inſpir'd with Magic Dread, 


By Fancy to the Cave I'm lead ( 


Where fits the wiſe Pz&r1an © Sage; 


With piercing Eye, with 


penſive Mind, 


In Attic Solitude reclin'd, 3 


Stern Vittue's Precepts chill the Poet's Rage. 


* Euripides, who, we learn from Aul. 
Gellius lib. xv, cap, 20. pag. 418. was 
reported to have wrote many of his 
Tragedies in an old melancholy Cave. 
Philochorus refert in inſuld Salamine ſpe- 
luncam eſſe tetram, & horridam, quam 
nos vidimus, in qud Euripides Tragedias 


| ſeriptitirit, He was generally diſtin- 


guiſhed by the Epithet of Miſe. Thus 


we find what Plutarch more particu- 
larly admires is j Evgrnids coÞia % „ 
LoQoxAigs Ao 10THSy 5 T0 Aioxvas ETOP Re» 
He was likewiſe pronounced by the 
Oracle to be in Wiſdom ſuperior to 
Sopbocles, and inferior to Socrates alone. 
Tos 0Q6xANS, court Or Eveinidns, 

'Ardptir d rarr Tonga rue coPurar@- 


Bleſt 


C2. 
Bleſt Bard | whoſe Muſe, mid mildeſt Morals ſtrong, 
Could each rebellious Appetite controul, 
Could wake each tender feeling of the Soul, | 
And deck Inſtruction in the pleaſing Charms of Song. 80 


IX, 
With Patriot Ardour I behold 


The * mirthful Muſe for Freedom bold; 
Tho chaſte, Ges ; tho' poignant, ſweet; 

For long uncertain where to reſt, 

At length upon the Poet's Breaſt 85 
The ſportive Graces fix d their gay Retreat, 
With ſimpler Strains the Doric Muſes charm, 
And oſt to nobler Themes of Heav'nly Praiſe 
As Dybias Poet hymns his ſolemn Lays, 


The wanton Tejan Love's each chaſter Thought diſarm. 99 


f Ariſtophanes, who is eſteemed to | of their leading Men. 
have been of ſingular Service to the | , Plato compoſed the following Di- 
Commonwealth, by repreſenting to his 
Fellow- Citizens the pernicious Deſigns | 
Al Xazgirts Tiutrcs T1 Aa ante Yo] THodT a 
Znrioai uxu £\ gov 'Apigo@avyr, 
> Theccritus, | Callimachus, * Anacrecn, 


ſtich upon Aris! ophanes : 


— 
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X. 
Thus may thy languid 8 diſpenſe 
Their Bleſſings o'er my raviſh'd Senſe 
By Thee to Attic Worlds convey'd. 
Thus if at Juno's ' fond Requeſt 
Thou c'er on Idas Top oppreſt 95 
Th Almighty Thund'rer with thy dewy Shade, 
To ſoothe one Mortal thy fond Care employ! 
Thus Morpheus may thy mild Lethean Pow rs, 
For ever hov'ring round my Midnight Hours, 
Through Fancy's Mirror wrap me in [deal Joy. 100 


! Alluding to the following Paſſage in Homer. lliad E V 233. 
Tune, dat wavruv ts I46y Tavrur v arlgunrur, 
Fl piv di wor? iure TxAves, id Ins vd 
Neibev. 27% dd x4 i edi xd Fara THTH 
Kolunviv u Zyvos d d οονονν dart Saννα, 
Avrix', ine xo iyu 8 ts iv PiA ri. 
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A* D wilt thou, Romeo, ſtill maintain 

That Beauty holds a boundleſs Reign, 
Soft Pow'r, by all confeſt! 

Seeſt thou the Coward and the Brave, 

The freeborn Briton and the Slave, 


With equal Rapture bleſt ? 
—» 


II, The 


[20] 


H. 
The Gods indulgent to Mankind 
The tend'reſt Paſſions of the Mind 
With frugal Hands diſpenſe: 


< - 4 _ ===» . 


Ms wm * 
For faithleſs I can ne'er believe, | 
That rude untutor'd Hearts perceive 
oa% FT + 1 

The finer Joys of Senſe. Q 


Ul. 


Mark but the ruthleſs Indians Soul, 
5 
Which no ingenuous Thoughts controul, 


Where Pity never dwelt: 
By Beauty, Fancy's lovelieſt Child, 
Mid lorn Savannahs waſte and wild, 


With human Feelings melt ! 


11 4 
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IV. Behold 


13 


IV. 
Behold the pow'rful Charm aſſuage 
The hoary Lion's lawleſs Rage : 
He owns the wanton Fire; 
And lordly roaming o'er the Plain 
Single the faireſt of his Train 


To feed the looſe Deſire | 


V. 
But would'ſt thou feel a purer Flame 
Than een the warmeſt Wiſh can frame, 
By much too fine to cloy ; 
Far, far beyond that aking Breaſt, 
With which the Village-Hind's oppreſt, 
Who idly terms it Joy ? 


VI, Has 


Tar). 


VI. 
Has Heay'n indulgent to thy Make 
Form'd thee to ev'ry Senſe awake, 
Blithe Hope, or frantic Fear? 
Can human Mis'ries ſteal a Sigh, 
Or from thy ſoft conſenting Eye 
, Can Pity draw the Tear ? 


VII. 

Canſt thou with wild Ovhello glow 

In all his madd'ning jealous Woe, 
By Love's dark Doubts diſtreſt ? · 


With treach'rous Jaſeir doſt thou feel 


Th' impending Tortures of the Wheel, 
That wound his guilty Breaſt ? | 


4 


VIII. Tell 


31 


VIII. 


= 


Tell me, can Pindar's lofty Strain, 


Luxuriant Fancy's fruitful Vein, 
The nobleſt Thoughts infuſe ? 
Say, do you taſte his gen'rous Fire, 
Or canſt thou feelingly expire 

To Sappho's plaintive Muſe ? 


IX, 
See'ſt thou the Warmth, the Grace divine, 
That breathes thro' mild Correggro's Line, 
By Heav'ns · peculiar Care: 


* Monſieur de Piles ſur les Ouvrages | © Couleur delicate et naturelle, et ſon 
du Correge. ** Tout eſt nouveau dans] pinceau paroit manie par la main 
„ ſes ouvrages: ſes conceptions, ſon | ©*,d%un Ange. On n'aura pas de peine à 
«« deflein, ſa couleur, fon pinceau. Et |! croire que la connoiffin 


; eau. i ance te fon 
cette Nouveaute ne va qu'au bien, “ art lui venoit plütôt du Ciel que de 
car ſes penſces ſont tres elevẽes, (a | « ſes Etudes. pag. 289. | 


So! 
444 * 


Does 


1 
| | 
1 
i | 
\F 
| 
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[ 34]. 

Does Guido wrap thee in Delight? 
Can Tisian's Colours charm thy Sight? 

Or Julio's godlike Air? | 


* " 
| ir) * 


X. 0 


gay, does thy Heart with Rapture ſpring, 


When Handel ſtrikes the magic String, 
With Tranſport do you hear ? 

Or doſt thou languiſh into Pain 

When ſoft Corell's tender Strain 
Subdues the raviſh'd Ear? 


9 XI. ö 


Canſt thou with Freedom's Sons rejoice 


Io hear th Aubenian Patriot's Voice 


Mid Tyrants undiſmay'd; 


. Demoſibenes. 


11 
But fails his bolder Fire —O ſay, 


Can Tully charm each Senſe away, { 
And baffle Reaſon's Aid? 


| XII. 
Canſt thou with Pity mov'd bewail 


The fimple Emma's hapleſs Tale 
And fond believing Heart ? 
Or ſay, does Elyy/a's Line, 
Where Learning, Taſte, and Love combine, 

A nobler Flame impart ? 


; "TRE 
The Muſe in mild melodious Lays 
Inſtruction's awful Voice conveys, 
And each wild Wiſh diſarms: 
While Picture's Arts alone ean trace 
Each ſoften'd Line, each ſecret Grace, 


And add to Beauty's Charms, XIV. Should 


4 
XIV. 


Should Hope her lenient Aid refuſe, 


Tho! each diſaſtrous Day renews 
One ſadden d Scene of Woe, 
From pleaſing Symphony of Sound, 
When melting Notes diſſolve around, 
Unnumber'd Raptures flow. 
Muſick her Siſter Arts may aid, 
And Poetry o'er Light and Shade 


Refle& her mutual Fire ; 


Meck Suppliants all at Beauty's Shrine F 


In one united there ſhall join 


The Pencil, Muſe, and Lyre. 
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8 AY, Goddeſs, wilt thou never ſmile 
Indulgent on Britannia's Ile! 
Hither thy gentle Footſteps bend, 

On Albion's Sea-girt Cliffs deſcend ; 

O come, and with thy genial Ray 

Chaſe ev'ry gloomy Cloud away: 

No more ſhall Ignorance preſide, 


Or Gothic Rage in Triumph ride. 
D Let 


(18 ] 
Let Judgment, thy unſhaken Friend, 
With poliſh'd Elegance attend: 


Simplicity, meek rural Queen, 

With downcaſt Looks and modeſt Mien, 
In looſely-flowing neat Attire, 

Shall charm thee with her ruſtic Lyre. 
To that in her enchanting Court 

The Frolic Graces ever ſport, 

And guarded by their watchful Aid, 
The finer Arts ſhall never fade. 


Bleſt Power! whoſe Charms alone diſpenſe, 
A keener Rapture to each Senſe : 

If Melody enchant my Breaſt, 

Or ſooth my ſoften d Soul to Reſt ; 

By thee may ev'ry Strain be crown'd, 
May'ſt thou ſtill harmonize each Sound, 


IO 


15 


20 


If 


1191 


If blooming Colours ſeem to live, 


May you freſh Life and Vigour give; 

May you reſtrain each Poet's Rage, 

Or animate his purer Page. 

Do'ſt thou his Savage Wrath appeaſe, 

Een Terror's Giant- Form can pleaſe; 

Mid ſhadowy Shapes in Dead of Night, 
That ſhoot a-croſs my dazzled Sight ; 

Mid Spectres of enormous Size, 

Mid Ghoſts that from their Charnels riſe, 
Mid ſhrouded Friends who ſolemn ſtalk, 
And haunt me in my Midnight Walk; 
While Wild-Winds bluſt ring round my Head, 
Inſpire me with Poetic Dread; | 


Thro' cloſing Shades o'er Valleys green, 


May'ſt thou ſtill ſolemnize the Scene; 
| D 2 


23 


30 


35 


40 
And 
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| And as the Storms innoxious roll, 


Pour thy lov'd Horrors o'er my Soul. 


Yet not alone Britannia's Shore 
Thy fatal Abſence ſhall deplore. 


'F See old Achaia's Genius mourn, 


45 


> 


| | His Boſom bare, his Garments torn ; 
| See his gen'rous Patriot Breaſt 
By all his Country's Wrongs oppreſt. 
See him with haughty fix'd Diſdain 


Lament his Daſtard Sons in vain! 


50 


We —— ; 
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To fairer happier Climes belong 

The Painter's Tints, the Poet's Song. 
Lo! conſcious of approaching Night : 
Where Piddure wings her deſtin'd Flight, 
Behold dejected Sculpture ſtand 


JJ 


\ Yet 


Prepar'd to leave our deſart Land. 


L 21 ] 
Yet, Goddeſs, yet thy ſecret Fire 
With wond'ring Rapture wa admire. 
By thee mid rugged Rocks we find 
Each ſpeaking Paſſion of the Mind. 
With awſull Horror we behold 
Thy immenſe Alcides monſtrous Mould ; 
While Fenus, Queen of ſoft Deſires, 


Each tender gentler Thought inſpires . 


O Alexander, not alone 


a 


The Warrior's Skill to thee was known, 


Fair Science, Heav'n-deſcended Maid, 
Confeſſes thy propitious Aid: 
To thee the grateful Arts ſhall raiſe 


Eternal Monuments of Praiſe. 


— 


»The Hercules of the Farneſe and the Venus de Medicis. 


J 


60 


70 


Behold 
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L221 
Behold with thee they die away, 
To Roman Ignorance a Prey, 
And lo! again in conqu'ring Rome 
With all their uſual Vigour bloom; 
Again they feel the fatal Blow 1 75 
And fink beneath the Vandal Foce. 


Once more the Arts began to ſpread ; 


Once more gay Science rear'd her Head: 


Alas! in vain ſhe ſtrove taſſuage 


Th Enthuſiaſt Zealot's bigot Rage“. 80 


Perſius King of Macedon in Triumph. 
It was not till after this Victory, that 
1 had any Taſte for the fine 


» In the Year of Rome 585, the 
Romans, under the Conduct of Paulus 
Emilius, in the ſecond Macedonian 
War, entirely ſubdued Greece, and led | 


Gracia Capta ferum victorem cepit, & artes 
Intulit agreſti Latio, &c. Horace Epiſt. I. Lib. ii. 


© In the Eighteenth Year of Hono- * Pope Gregory, who ordered all the 
rius, in the Conſulſhip of Yerranes | ancient Statues and Paintings to be de- 
and Tertullus, Rome was beſieged and | ſtroyed, that there might be no Re- 
taken by the Barbarians, under the Con- j mains of Heatheniſm. 
duct of Godegif, King of the Vandals, | 


Wilt 


23 
Wilt thou, O Tafte, again appear, 
Protectreſs of each circling Year! 
Wilt thou in all thy wonted Prime 
Review this loſt unhallow'd Clime ; 
Or where far diſtant Regions lie, 
Mid dreary Deſarts bloom and die! 
Say, ſhall the ſtern Olympian God 
No more in living Marble nod! 
Shall never Raphael charm the Heart, 
Shall never Nature yield to Art, 
Shall never Maro's Beauties ſhine, 
Except in Armſtrong's Claſſic Line 
And does no Leo now remain, 
Who yet ſhall chear thy drooping Train! 
There are, who ſtill thy Aid implore, 
Who ſtill thy ſov'reign Pow'r adore, 


90 


95 


Thy 


241 
Thy Relicts with religious Fear 
Fond Italy ſhall yet revere. 


Sweet Pow r, in imple Pomp array'd 
Be all thy native Charms diſplay d. 100 
Again reviving Sculpture breathes ; 

Fair Science trims her blaſted Wreaths ; 

With ſuppliant willing Hand to thee 

The Pencil Picture ſhall decree : = 

With one Conſent the Muſe's Choir 105 
To thee ſhall dedicate the Lyre. 


Come, Goddeſs, feaſt my longing Sight, 
Let me direct thy pleaſing Flight: 
Whatd'er voluptuous Slaves could boaſt 


On fair Pheacra's ſunny Coaſt, | 110 


Whate'er 


251 
Whate er the Poet's Fancy taught, 

| Or imag'd to his wanton Thought *: 

For thee a happier Fate remains; 

You till ſhall view more bliſs-full Plains, 

Where the fond Guardian of thy Charms 

Expects thee to his longing Arms: 

He ſhall with fix d Attention gaze, 

Shall crown thee with immortal Bays, 

With lenient Hand thy Cares aſſuage, 

Prote& thee from Time's lawleſs Rage, 

The Taunt of Scorn, the dark Revile, 

The languid, faint-approving Smile, 


115 


120 


* Homer deſcribes the GardenF of Akinbus in Pheacia, after the following 


Manner, Odyſſ. vii. v 112. 

"Exloedev d' avais piyas Tpxavor dyx; Ivpaur 
Tergayver, Tie) d' ieee ANA aptorigutcr, 
Eda dd de Nang TION TrndHowrre, 

O, nal joan), xa) pyrig: dM ANA . 
Evxar ts yAvxigal, % INA Tyhthowrai, 
Tae rer nag arcAAnvIGn, od? d 
Xe peter, vd Higtot, irtriciöet dAAG jad? ale 
ZePvply nreivon, 16 u Pony = J era. 
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[ 26] 
The Noiſe of Mirth, the plaintive Sigh, 
And ſimp' ring Folly's heedleſs Eye. 


Wouldſt thou with Innocence reſide, 


Behold the Temple's modeſt Pride; 
Or in the darkſome cavern'd Cell 
With ſolitary Hermits dwell ; 

Wouldſt thou with faint deſponding Air 
To melancholy Vaults repair, 

With aching, kicken'd, cold Review, 
Bid ev'ry Sorrow ſtream anew: 


Here may'ſt thou weep thy fav rite Rome, 


' Sad-fighing o'er each Martyr's Tomb“: 


125 


130 


f The Temple of Innocence and Her- | Mr. Wright, in his Travels through 


mit's Cell in the Gardens at Goodwood, 


Italy, Vol. I. pag. 357. acquaints us, 


The Catacombs at Goodwood. Thoſe | that at the Mouth of ſome of the 
in the Via Appia near Rome are generally | Niches, were to be ſeen ſmall Vials like 
ſuppoſed to be Caves, where the Primi- | Lachrymatories ting'd with Red, which 
tive Chriſtians concealed themſelves from | they eſteemed an Indication that the 
their Perſecutors, and interred thoſe | Bodies ot Martyrs were depoſited there. 


who were Martyrs for their Religion. 


Meek 


[27] 
Meek Pity, Attic Maid, ſhall join 135 
Her tender ſocial Tears with thine, 


Oer ev'ry Urn freſh Laurels ſtrow, 
And fondly emulate thy Woe. 


Or wouldſt thou newer Worlds ſurvey, 

Where Darkneſs holds her barren Sway, 149 
Where ne'er the Muſes' Chaplet blew, 

Where Learning's Laurel never grew ; 

Where Nature to our wond'ring Eyes 

Each ſalutary Herb ſupplies : 

Where Flow'rs their fragrant Sweets diffuſe, 145 
Where Trees diſtil their kindly Dews ; 

And bleſt with ev'ry Pow'r to heal, 

Soft Slumbers o'er the Senſes ſteal, 


> Alluding to the American Wood at Goodwood, America is, from the late Diſ- 
covery of it, called the New World, E 
3 In 


(28 ] 


In ſuch enchanting, artleſs Scenes, 

Mid bow'ry Mazes, ſpreading Greens, 
Sooth'd by the TRE weſtern Gale, 

In ſcented Grove, or rocky Dale, 

Or wand'ring from the ruſlet Cot, 

To ſeek the deep emboſom d Grot, 
Beneath the Orange Shade inclos d, 

Or in the Myrtle Bow'r 0 

or where the flaunting Flowers have wove 
With mingl'd Sweets the high Alcove, 
Each Indian wooes his fav'rite Mate: 
What Nature dictates they relate "4 

No Youths by Love's cold Arts are won; 
Nor Maids by eaſy Faith undone; 

With Eye up -rais'd the ſimple Swain 


Dreads not the Tortures of Diſdain, 
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But 


[ 29 ] 


3ut kneeling at his Fair One's Feet, 


165 


Breathes Vows unconſcious of Deceit : 

Each pleaſing Sound ſhe ſighs to hear | 

Repeated on her longing Ear; 

Amaz'd, nor anxious to controul 

The mutual Withes of her Soul, 170 
Atteſts each unknown Pow'r above, 

As Witneſs of her ſpotleſs Love; 

Yet rack d by fond diſtruſtful Fears 

Pours out her aching Heart in Tears, 

And tells to her admiring Youth 171 
Sweet Tales of Innocence and Truth. 


Fancy ſuch Raptures ſhall ſuggeſt, 


Lov'd Inmate of thy raviſh'd Breaſt ; 


— . —— OI — — 
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Shall point where wanton Zephyrs ſtray, | 
And ver th' unrufl'd Ocean play. Winden 37 130 


Or ſnatch thee to ſome wave-worn Shore, 


Where fierce Atlantic Surges roar: 


Where Plata with reſiſtleſs Force 
Through Deſarts rolls his rapid Courſe, 
Or where Maranan proudly laves 185 
Waſte Regions with his circling Waves : 

Where boundleſs Oroonoko fills | 

His Channels from a thouſand Hills, 

And with regardleſs Rage deſtroys ; 

While twenty Mouths with hideous Noiſe, 190 


From ſome immenſe Peruvian Steep, 


Spout his vex'd Billows to the Deep. 


Thus while you view the tyrant Flood, 
Wild Dread ſhall chill thy loitring Blood ; 


America is bounded on the Weſt by the Pacific Ocean and on the Eaſt by 
the Atlantic. 
And 


(3r ] 
And frighted Fancy, ſelf- amaz d, 
Start at the Phantom ſhe had rais d. 


Should Nature's ſimple Beauties fail, 

And Art's gay structures more prevail, 
Here too the poliſh'd Dome is plac'd, 
With each Jitruvian Beauty grac'd : 

Or wouldſt thou at the early Dawn 
Tranſport thee to the dew- clad Lawn; 
Or from the Mid-day Fervor rove 

Beneath the ſilent Plantane Grove: 

Or with the fairy Elves be ſeen 

In Dances on the level Green: 

Should baleful War, mid loud Alarms, 
Mid vanquiſh'd Foes, and conq ring Arms, 
Mid Hoſts o erthrown, and Myriads ſlain, 
On Briton fix his Iron Reign; 
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Should Jove's fair Daughter, , Oliv'd Peace, 


Bid the wild Battle's Tumult ceaſe; 
j 


In poliſh'd Eaſe you ſtill ſhall ſhare 
Thy kind Protector's foſt' ring Care; | | 


His faithful Love ſhall ſtill appear, 

His friendly Aid ſhall ill be near, 

His conſtant, his unweary'd Pow'r 

Shall lull thee in the balmy Bow'r ; 

Shall watch thee o'er the dewy Glade, 

And guard thee from the Midnight Shade. 


Thou too ſhalt all his Toils repay, 


Slow-ling ring here with fond Delay ; 
Here ſhalt thou chooſe thy fav'rite Seat, 


Here fix thy laſt thy bleſt Retreat ; 


Each old Athenian Bloom regain, 


And here in Artic Splendor reign, 
9850 
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Right Honourable the Lady ** 


ON THE 


DEATH of her SON. 


I. 
W HIL E you mid Spring's gay Months deplore, 
Till leſs' ning Grief's exhauſted Store 

By Time ſubſiding fail; 
The Muſe, Affliction's conſtant Friend, 
With ſocial Woe ſhall ſtill attend, 5 

If aught her Aid avail, 

F II. Tis 


[34] 

II. 
Tis hers in Life's moſt ruffled Scene 
To ſmooth Misfortune's angry Mien, 

And watch each riſing Sigh: 
"Tis hers to bid the Guilty fear, 10 
To wipe the virtuous ſtarting Tear 

That ſwells in Sorrow's Eye. 


III. 
Mid fimple Seythian's dreary Land 
Her gentle ſweet aſſuaſive Hand 
Could give ſad Ovid Reſt; 15 
ohe ſtill in mournful Numbers pleas d, 
With her the hapleſs Exile eas d 
His ſadly plaintive Breaſt. 


IV. For 


[35] 
\ 
For thee ſhe till ſhall ſeek the Plain, 


Where Severn leads his duſky Train 
or Wey's ſmooth Waters roll; 


Her Power could blunt Affliction's Dart, 


And fondly ſooth the keener Smart 
Of Sappho's Love-ſick Soul, 


V. 

On you propitious ſhe beſtows 
A Mind too chaſte for Sappho's Woes, 

Unſtain'd by wild Defire 
She Sappho's Charms in you ſupplies, 
To me the partial Pow'r denies 

The Leſb:an's purer Fire. 

: F 2 
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VI. 
Did bounteous Heav'n, profuſely kind, 
To frame the fav'rite Infant Mind 
Its fondeſt Care employ ; 
How idle yet the Hopes you raiſe 
In planning of his future Days, 
How vain each fancy'd Joy! 


vn. 
Had Fate prolong d th' uncertain Flame, 
Nor from the weak enfeebled Frame 
Had Life's fleet Viſion paſt 
Who knows but angry Heav'n had ftill 
With ev'ry baleful bitter 11] 
Each future Day o'ercaſt ! 


VIII. Since 


_ Cane” 


VIII. 
Since awful Prudence ne'r appears, 


Till calmer Thoughts and milder Years 
Each lawleſs Wiſh aſſuage; 

A Fruit unknown to Summer's Heat, 

That buds alone in Life's Retreat, 


And only blooms in Age, 


IX. 
*Mid Solitude's ſequeſter'd Joy 


May no rude Cares thy Peace deſtroy 
By ſure Remembrance brought ; 
Nor &er from Grief's abundant Source 
May dark RefleQtion's ſecret Force 
Recall one aching Thought, 
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X. Oſt 
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Oſt as to each regardleſs Wind 

With fimple Notes the Village-Hind 

Attunes his Love-lorn Reed, Na 

When Night her dewy Curtain ſpreads, 

And Cynthia Silver Glimm'rings ſheds | 
O'er Thicket Vale and Mead, 4 


* 

Thou too beneath the Moon's pale Gleams, 

Shalt haunt thoſe Glades, where Fairy Streams 
To Sorrow's Softneſs flow 

Where Love and Grief alone have trod, 


Where bending Willows ſeem to nod 


Wich ſympathetic Woe 
05 8 XII, 
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Wan 


[39] 
XII. 

Wan Melancholy mid the Storm 

Shall rear her meek dejected Form 
In fable Veſt array d; 

While ſullen Silence reigns around, 


Her Voice in flow and ſolemn Sound 


Shall whiſper through the Shade : 


XU. 
To Sorrow true 
« With me theſe loneſome Walks review, 


4 Stranger, draw near 


« Where Horror's Charms invite ; 


“ Daughter of Joy !-—I know thy Air! 
« Retract thy hurry'd Steps nor dare 
« Profane each hallow'd Rite | 


70 
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XIV. « To 
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VIV. 


d To mix with Mirth's mad Train be thine: 


c The diſmal drearier Taſk be mine 


Mid theſe lorn Scenes to weep! 


„ My Days in theſe ſtill Bow'rs immur'd, 


“ By no falſe flatt ring Hopes allur'd, 
« Shall one ſad Tenor keep. 


“Let Grief no more thy Youth conſume, 


Nor ſighing oer the ſilent Tomb 


«© Thy piteous Murmurs breathe. 


Reject the gloomy Cypreſs Bough, | 


« Each airy Form to grace thy Brow 
« Shall twine the feſtive Wreath, © 
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XVI. 
% The Infant Shade, where er you rove, 
ce Shall faithful to that ſacred Grove 
« With ſure Return b 
« Nor Cer his filial Love ſhall ceaſe, 
« He ſtill with ſoothing Sounds of Peace 95 
6 Shall charm thy liſt' ning Ear. | 


| XVII. 
« At Morn, when deep ſepulcral Caves, 


When op'ning Vaults, and yawning Graves 

« Their wand'ring Dead recall; 

He ne'er ſhall quit that ſainted Place 100 
Till ling ring in thy fond Embrace 

« The (ſhadowy Tear ſhall fall. 


A 
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G XVIII.“ Mayſt 
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XVIII. 
„ May'ſt thou, mid Pleaſure's Sons rejoice, | 
* Each Muſe ſhall with according Voice 
« Confirm the pleaſing Tale,” 
This ſaid the melting Maid of Woe 


Shall ceaſe—and o'er: her Charms ſhall throw -_ 


The thin tranſlucent Veil. 


XIX. 


The Time ſhall come, when Fancy's Power 

To each ſlow - ſorrowing penſive 3 

Sfkall gladly bring Relief; 

When ev'ry Care ſhall die away, 

And wakeful Mem'ry's gentler Sway 
Diſſolve the Reign of Grief, | 
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XX. Thus 
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xXx. 
Thus, by the Painter's juſt Deſign, 115 
From each judicious happy Line 
The Colours bloom or fade; 
Elude the nice Obſerver's Sight, 


By ſoft Gradations dawn to Light, 
Or languiſh into Shade. 120 


FINIS. 


